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DEDICATION. 



To the Very Reverend T. Mathew. 

VSRT RbVERENS SlRf 

In dedicating this very humble 
work to you, I am actuated by a desire which should be 
felt by every virtuous mind — the desire of building u]^ a 
fame on the foundation of purity and virtue. Whatever 
degree of merit may belong to the Drunkard, it must 
fall infinitely short of your Reverence's very great kindness 
in permitting so very humble an individual as its author to 
come before the Public under the sanction of your name ; 
a name, honoured and revered in every quarter [of die 
globe, and which, to time immemorial, will command the 
admiration and gratitude of the human race ; and to eter- 
nity the approbation of the Divine Being whose desire it is 
that man should be, what he designed him to be at his 
creaticoir— a companion for angels. 

Reverend Sir, your struggle is f great; but 
your victory is miraculous. The boon of ^ace be- 
stowed on fallen man» fell only like partial dew front 
Heaven, or was wholly swallowed up by the deadly ocean 
of intoxication poured over the Earth by ihe demon of 
Intemperance, to destroy every blessing of life and annul 
bis redemption, purchased with the blood of him who 
aits at the right hand of the Father. Yosrhand,«tax>ng in -the 
sign of that redemption, has driven the fiend from his strong 
bold. The lovely, but long debased Ireland and her regene- 
rated Millions hail you as their father and their friend : 
a second Patrick, with consequences as glorious, as sud- 
den, and as effective, as marked the mission of that holy 
Apostle of Christianity ; while die world, in admiration, 
looks on the mighty change ; and the interested instruments 
of the accursed one writhes in ai^uish at the prospect of 
peace and good will to man on earth, and glorification to 
the Most High, as promised in the sacred pages of the 
Gospel. Hoping, very Reverend Sir, you will accept this 
too humble tribute of a heart truly devoted to the great 
cause in which you are so gloriously triumphant, and of 
which you are acknowledged by the united voice of 
nations to be the great Apostle. 

I am, very Rev, Sir, 

With the deepest gratitude, 

Your Reverence's devoted, humble servant, 

JOHN 0'N^"T 



TO THE READER. 



Thb favourable opinion given by several gentlemen of 
learning and genius to whom the author submitted his 
Poem of " The Drunkard," induced him to forward some 
extracts to a friend in Cork, intimating that if it met the 
approval of any of the leaders of the great moral revolu- 
tion, whose divine influence is now spreading over the 
eardi, he would attempt its publication. Mr. Hyde, the 
chosen delegate of the Great Apostle of Temperance, not 
only forwarded to him the approval of the very Rev. Gen- 
tleman, and several other leading members of the Society, 
but also the Apostle's permission to dedicate it to his name, 
an honor to which the author at the time had never dared 
to aspire. — The Author is aware that there are much more 
excellent works than his before the public on the subject of 
Temperance, both from the pen of J. F. Maguire, Esq., 
and others. Mr. Maguire's Letters to his Countrymen in 
the Metropolis, his Essays on the Principles and practice of 
Total Abstinence, &c, bear in themselves all that is neces- 
sary to awaken the Drunkard to his dreadful situationy'&nd 
fix him in the determination to free himself from his de- 
basing thraldom, being full, clear, persuasive, and highly 
poetical; Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Hall's delightful New Work 
on Ireland gives such a faithful and interesting picture of the 
great moral reformation and its Apostolic Leader, that 
cannot fail "^io win any well-wisher of his country to the 
cause : but being in a prose form they do not possess 
that facility of retention which belongs to compositions in 
verse — for, as an eminent writer observes, " what is learned 
in verse is longer retained in the memory and sooner recol- 
lected ; the like sounds, and the like number of syllables 
exceedingly assist the remembrance." Pope was fully 
aware of this when he composed his delightful ethic poem 
the 'Essay on Man', which, had he written in prose, might 
be as little noticed as it is now and will be while the Eng- 
lish language exists, universally read and admired. 

To every friend who assisted him in bringing his humble 
production through the press, betakes this public occasion 
to return his most grateful thanks ; but more particularly 
to Dr.Cosgreave, Norfolk Street, Strand ; E. Moxbay, Esq., 
Stamford Hill; and Mr. J. Nowlan, whip-maker, onlyfor 
whose friendly exertions, "The Drunkard," like many 
other pieces he has written, would in all probability be 
thrown by and forgotten. 

He takes this opportunity of announcing to his friends 
that he has in a state of forwardness another poem, to be 

" -^ " The Drunkard Reclaimed," which will serve as a 
'o the present. 



THE DRUNKARD; 

A Poem. 



' Oh, that a nuin will put an enemy into hU mouth to iteal awaj 
hia brains.*'— Sraxxipzakx. 



Hail, holy Temperance! spirit pure, divine! 
In whose fair visage all the graces shine, 
Beloved of heaven, coeval with the love 
Which to the earth descended from above. 
To bless created man, and -sent to be 
The guardian-aogel of life's sacred tree ! 
Spirit benign, thy votary inspire. 
Infuse thy essence o*er his humble lyre, 
While he attempts to sing in lowly strain. 
The depth of grief, the misery, the pain, 
That wretched man, debased, is doom'd to know, 
Who shun thy precepts for the paths of woe. 

What are the drunkard's pleasures 2 what his gains ? 
Sad nights, and wretched days, And cares, and pains, 
His constitution wrecked, his &ir fame lost, 
And fortune on the shoals of misery tost. 

Of all the vices that debase mankind, 
Unnerve the body, and destroy the mind, 
Steal from the person each external grace, 
And of its native beauty rob the face, 
The chief is drunkenness — not less a crime, 
Though sanctioned long by practice and by time ; 
Seizing the vitals, like consuming fire, 
Within its vortex all their powers expire. 
The step unsteady, and the palsied hand, 
The eye unfixed its object to command, 
The faltering tongue, the accents thick confused, 
Shew nature, outraged, and her gifls abused. 



The mind, that bright intelligence bestowed 

By the Creator, emblem of the God, 

Made in his image, and with powers given 

To fit it for its destined harbour Heaven. 

That soaring spirit, by Omnipotence 

Gifled with reason and mdued with sense^ 

Where memory her stores collected brings^ 

Imagination sits, and pnmes her wings, 

And conscience holds the balance, to declare, 

'Twixt right and wrong, and fix the standard there 

Of honesty and truth, while common sense 

Points out to virtue's road Intemperance 

Clouds this efiulgence bright, and dogs its way» 

And lays its powers sunk in sad decay. 

Its victim casts in vice's treacherous pool, 

A raving maniac or a driv'ling fi)oh 

O deadly bane ! once yootedy tip it grows. 
And man enslaved yields to his worst of &e9». 
Forges the shackles that his so«l confines 
With willing hand^-his liberty resigns, 
Breaks thro* each law which nature gave to gai<Ie 
Thro' the rough waves of life's confltotiiig tide r 
Tho' a free agent, still he is not free. 
Bound in the meshes of society ; 
For not created for himself alone. 
Restrictive powers around his acts are thrown^ 
Confined within short limits, he from thence 
Strays not without some social violence. 
Bound by the general laws and public weal. 
In penal chains, if he those laws assail. 
Each right he forfeits that such laws afford. 
An outcast by mankind, despised, abhorred. 
Nor, these the only laws that suists find. 
To check self-love, that tyrant of die mind: 
In each relation of life's busy round, 
They see their wishes have a stated bcmnd^ 



And by whatever yarying course pursued 
Should find their centre in the public good» 
And whosoeyer swerving from this end. 
Whatever way his devious footsteps bend« 
Is not held guiltless, and his acts shall beai« 
Of public odium and reproof thek share. 

Then shall the dnnikard unrepnyved go by» 

And wallow on in uhcheek'd infamy ? 

Shall the besotted fool, th' example spread 

Which have himself to want and ruin led^ 

And men smile on him ? No, the drunkard's name 

Is branded with the deepest marks of shame. 

Look in the Book of God, from earliest tiipaie 

We see intempeiance leading oa to crin»i> 

When the first mariner did disembark 

His freight of living creatures from the ark, 

To pbtttt a wodd renewed, devoid of sin. 

The tempter followed^ and with wiles unseen. 

Lured to the luscious giape^ he dvowna each sense, 

And a son's fbUy ia the recompense ; 

While Heaven's just anger fix'd the foul disgrace, 

And cursed to servitude his servile race. 

When Sodom's guilt and greatness, did expire, 
Purged from the earth by Heaven's consuming fire, 
And Lot and his two daughters sought retreat 
From the red precincts of the town o£ fate, 
Oh, did he spurn the cup for vice disdll'd. 
Nor then his soul unto the demon yield, 
He ne'er had mourned the guilt his weakness led. 
Nor bowed to earth with grief his aged head. 

But why examples seek on distant ground. 
When thousand scenes of folly pass around ; 
At ev'ry turn, in every house and street, 
The sta^'ring votaries of vice we meet ; 



Whose desolated fonns, and haggard mien, 

Proclaim the horrors of the hideous sin. 

Lo, at the usurer's door where balls on high 

The heedless dupe lead on to misery, 

The wretched, reckless mother takes her stand, 

Her shivering baby's garments in her hand; 

There the starved child, trained in the pilferer's pari; 

Disposes the first efforts of his art. 

And there do artizans their tools display. 

Or their employer's work to waste away 

In vile potations. Soon the scant supply 

The usurer doles them 's gone : away they fly 

To every low device which hell inspires. 

To quench their thirsting for the liquid fires ; 

Which never ceases till the sinking frame 

Its deadly desolating power proclaim. 

Look in the pot-house, that low den of vice, 
Oh, what is there the senses to entice : 
Bark walls and murky floors, and ceaseless din 
And oaths and converse horribly obscene. 
There midnight murders take their first uprise^ 
There are concocted midnight robberies ; 
There the low gambler does expectant stay, 
Like a fell prowler lurking for his prey. 
The wretched drab, worn with debauch, disease. 
There finds her station, chaced firom public ways ; 
And there the husband and the father goes. 
To rob his home, and seal his children's woes. 
Oh, piteous thought, that men, possessed of mind. 
Could in these murky regions pleasure find ; 
Waste life's best moments in insidious play, 
And gamble both their health and purse away» 
But such her fascinations. Vice can lure, 
Tho' dark her visage, and her voice impure, 
The weak frail being boasting manhood's pride» 
For whom a world was made« a Saviour died. 
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Now from the lowly pot-house turn your eyes 

To where the gorgeous shrines of Bacchus 

In all the grace of architectural skill 

And gaudy structure, they the vision fill. 

The polished marble columns there behold, 

Rich stucco, foliage, inlaid with gold, 

The purest ivory and ebon there, 

In glorious contrast to the sight appear ; 

And costly wood in every guise displayed. 

And plate-like vessels all around arrayed ; 

Fair as if Israel's king gave the command. 

And skillful Hiram lent the instructed hand. 

While wide the massive butts around us throng, 

Here Booth's best cordial,and there Sampson's strong; 

Old Tom, and rich Jamaica, too, are seen^ 

And wines and cordials closely rang'd between ; 

Gallia's eau de vie enrich the fane. 

And whiskey, Erin's curse, and Scotia's bane. 

All richly blazoned forth, for man's undoing. 

Well pictured by the vile cognomen, ' ruin ;' 

And the vile heavy drug, porter, misnamed. 

By which the nerve's destroy'd, the blood inflamed, 

Whose vitriol-crested-iron head assumes, 

The tempting semblance of a hero's plumes, 

Is used as nourishment and blazoned out, 

As Meux's entire, and Barclay's famous stout. 

Famous, alas, for gend'ring every vice. 

Which can from vfrtue's paths the soul entice. 

Debase the noblest natures, and destroy 

The springs of social happiness and joy. 

And whence derived this cost, this vast expence ? 

Oh, drunkards ! if you have one grain of sense, 

You'll see 'tis from your desolated homes 

Th' illumin'd clock, the proudly glittering domes. 

Are raised ; your guilt, your folly, all supplies 

To send these Titans warring 'gainst the skies ; 

You gild these shrines of vice, strip your abodes. 

Till Bacchus' temples shame the living God's. 
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Who are the tattered votaries ? what are they 
Who crowd, the cost of all this show to pay ? 
The wretched, void of reason, void of shame. 
Who from the usurer's vile mansion came, 
A motley group they round the temple stand. 
And send the poison on from hand to hand. 
The mother, heedless of her children's cries, 
Wrapt in a dread oblivion, slumbering lies, 
The scorn of every ruffian, and the shame 
Of all who bear a virtuous matron's name. 
Here stands, half-naked, the vile worthless trull, 
Fawning insidious on her plundered cuU. 
Here the night plimderer wastes the last remains 
In dissipation, of his guilty gains ; 
And here the ruined spendthrift takes his stand, 
To beg a draught from folly's lavish hand ; 
While the proud priest of Bacchus from within, 
Counts the vile gains of misery and sin. 
Death, grizzly King of Terrors, by his side, 
A ghastly smile grins on the living tide. 
Which ebbs and flows, the mortal draught to gain, 
A hasty passport to his cold domain. 

Can reason's boastful sons the noxious vice 
From virtue's paths and life's best joys entice ; 
Which blunts the feelings, petrifies the breast. 
And sinks humanity below the beast. 
The humbler sons of earth, by nature told 
What's good for use, to nature's dictates hold, 
And quaff the limpid stream, but man ''the wise" 
In his own folly, turns away his eyes 
From nature's clear pure path, and drowns his sense, 
His wisdom, virtue, all to recompense 
Men seared in vice, who revel in the gains 
Of the vile foe ^' that steals away his brains.*' 

No sweets of nature, and no poweri of art» 
Can pleasure to the dnii^ard's soul impart ; 



u 

The vef dant meadow, and the leafy gfove— 

Where health and innocence delight to roye. 

And breathe the pure clear ether, he resigns 

For ^e pot-house's pestilent confines ; 

Where clouds of burning weed each sense benumb, 

And every feeling of the heart entomb. 

The galleries of art, where he could find 

The noblest efforts of the human mind ; 

Which prove that man, tho' weak in some d^ree, 

Bears a slight semblance to divinity. 

In his creative spirit ; and which show 

That spirit ne'er could linger here below 

For the short span of time, but in its flight 

Aspired to soar to the pure realms of light : 

Where, in the effulgence of the godhead, he 

Would blend his being thro' eternity. 

But these the drunkard to neglect resigns. 

And leaves the ore unsought in wisdom's mines ; 

Till the impoverished soul sinks with its clay, 

Without one hope to cheer it on its way. 

Oh, black must be that heart, and all within. 
Sunk in the depths of misery and sin ; 
Who on reflection will not change his plan. 
And prove a spark of heaven reigns in the man ; 
Which, bringing all his follies 'fore his eyes. 
Will lead him by repentance to the skies. 

Is he a husband ? — see his wretehed wife» 

Destined by heaven the sweetener of his life ; 

Her whom he at the altar vowed to cheer 

Thro' every evil, to his bosom dear. 

See her a bcoken-hearted wretch, whose face 

Bears all the tokens of his vOe disgrace ; 

She who once bloomed in loveliness, whose charms 

Fired his yoimg heart and w<» her to his arms; 

Whose fit attire, according with her form, 

Modest, yet gay, enhanced each opening charm ; 
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She whom the virtuous matron with just pride 

Pointed out to their daughters as a guide 

To regulate their manners and their dress, 

That men might love them and that heaven might bless; 

Oh, sad reverse, that face no more displays 

One vestige of the bloom of former days ! 

Sad misery's withering hand caused them to fly, 

And tears quenched all the lustre of her eye ; 

Her wardrobe worn with use, or lost, or sold, 

No more her taper form with grace enfold ; 

Vile rags, stripped from a peg, have taken their place. 

And marked her footsteps as her friends' disgrace; 

Shunned and despised by all, she's lefljto pine : 

Should she in anguish sunk, her soul resign 

Unto the demon, Vice, and quaff with him 

The cup of death high teeming to the brim ; 

Her's is the sorrow, his the guilt alone 

Who caused her bark's destruction with his own ; 

And he to Heaven shall answer for his crime 

When years shall cease to number wasting time. 

Is he a father ? can a father's care 

One single feeling of his bosom share ? 

He whose just life should be his Children's guide. 

From evil paths to turn their steps aside, 

To teach the spring of thought its opening way. 

And bend the passions under reason's sway ; 

The course to virtue, honor, fortune, plan, 

And in the infant mould the future man. 

Our race. is imitative to aspire. 

The son still apes to emulate the sire. 

And if the course be evO, which he shows. 

And leads the thoughtless youth to crimes and woes, 

How deep the guilt, how quick the lasting pain. 

At life's last close shall his wrecked soul sustain ; 

But ofl, as onward in' his wild career. 

Of dissipation, he is dpom'd to bear ; 
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The anguish which he purchased, and to know 
The course he follows is the course of woe* 
The son, a youth of promise, hutbetray'd 
By his example, and by passion swayed, 
Becomes the dupe of villains, who entice 
To the vile paths of each degrading vice. 
And lead him on from crime to crime, till he 
Upon a scaffold ends his misery : 
What are the feelings, then, which wreck the soul ? 
Say, is there solace in the mantling bowl ? 
Will it wipe off the stigma, and erase 
The lasting sorrow, and the foul disgrace ? 

Or, when the lovely child who clasped his knee. 
Ere he had sunk his soul in revelry ; 
His blooming daughter, modest, tender, fair, 
Now grown to womanhood, requires his care ; 
But he the pot-house haunts, and in the stream 
Of noxious poison murders every claim 
Of nature and a parent's honest pride. 
Which should protect her innocence, and guide 
Her in the road of honour, when the smile 
Of some base villain does her heart beguile, 
And wins her to his purpose, until shame 
Bows down her spirit and defiles her name. 
Sends her an outcast on the world to roam, 
Lost to herself, her kindred, and her home, — 
Borne on the tide of vice, loose, unconfined, 
A living pestilence to scourge mankind ; 
Then will the pot-house and the revel crew, 
Or wild debauch, strike from his tortured view 
The shame, the guilt, the infamy, the woe. 
That she who'd cheer his life is doom'd to know; 
Or shut it from his soul, that he must own 
His sad neglect at an immortal throne. 

Is he a friend? how can he friendship share, 
Who's plui^ed by vice in aH the depths of care ? 
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Whose home is vrretchedi and the scene of strife, 

Devoid of every joy that sweetens life ; 

Whose health and fortune, joining in the race, 

Of ruin with his character keeps pace ? 

If ruffians dKNjld attack you, has his hand 

The strength in your defence to boldly stand ? 

Should sudden calls f>r cai^ upon you press 

Can his purse, furnished, give the wished redress ? 

If in the dread calamity of fire 

You see your earthly hopes in flames expire. 

Can he give wanted succours, and impart 

The balm of comfort to your wounded heart, 

Open with cheerful hand his welcoming doors 

And say, Be comforted, my house is yours ? 

Or if, (for sad misfortune comes to all). 

Some unexpected vengeance on you fall. 

Can his fair bearing stand a target strong 

To shield you from the venom-pointed wrong ? 

Ah no, whatever evils may impend. 

The drunkard never yet could be a friend. 

* 

Is he a Christian ? oh, disown the name, 

Nor on it fix so vile a blot of shame. 

When the mild Saviour fired with heavenly zeal. 

Planted the cross, and stamped the sacred seal 

Upon the human soul, he drove from thence. 

With every other vice, Intemperance ; 

And his meek followers, walking in the road 

Pointed out by the precepts of their God, 

Preached to the nations, nought impure could see 

The bright eflulgence of the Deity ; 

Whilst the example of their lives they brought. 

To prove the dogmas which their doctrines taught, 

While baffled demons, with infernal yell, 

Rushed back affrighted to the d^ths of helU 

Would a wise ruler, one who wished the weal 
Of nations, let this w^ftting vice prevail ? 
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But root it from the land by wholesome laws, 
Denounce the folly and suppress its cause ; 
A mild restraint place o'er the sordid breast. 
And make the Sabbath day a day of rest I 
For long> too long, with drunkenness defiled. 
The pay-night passed, the heedless wretch beguiled ; 
Slip-shod , in tatters, sought the gin-shop snare, 
While even the matin bell announced for prayer. 
Yes, such a epoch now we gladly see. 
And lasting good shall follow the decree. 

Blest be the law which purged the sabbath mom, 
(It will be blest by ages yet unborn,) 
Which did the fiend in legal shackles bind. 
And gave these hours of peace to bless mankind. 
Ah, who but mourned, tRat let reflection rise 
Above a baleful habitus dark disguise. 
The profanation that around was spread 
On every side, where e'er the footsteps led. 
Through every street in the polluted round, 
From low Whitechapel to St. Giles's pound; 
What scenes of wretchedness were wide displayed. 
And guilt and folly 'gainst the heavens array'd ; 
In open day unblushing deeds of shame. 
Riot, and blabphemies, too dread to name ; 
While hard-earned stores from daily labour fled, 
Left thousand starving children cry for bread. 
Oh, happy change, no more our public ways, 
The people's vile pollution now displays ; 
While sober Temperance, on a hearty meal. 
Industry's happy sons shall now regale. 
And peace and comfort, smiling, ope the door, 
Where discord, waste, and folly reign'd before. 

What was the drunkard's sabbath 1 when the day 
Broke thro' his sliattered lattice, there he lay. 
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Half stripped and snoriag on the naked ground. 

Wrapt in unconscious beastliness; around 

In wild confusion scattered, the remains 

Of last night's revel — empty pots and cans, 

And broken pipes and glasses, strewed the floor ; 

Steeped in a liquid flood, whose scent, impure, 

Proclaims its poison nature. Shivering, cold, 

His trembling wife, and half-starved babes, behold. 

Watching, with beating hearts and anxious eye. 

The moment of his waking, oflf to fly 

From brutal outrage and abuse, which he 

Deals largely to augment their misery. 

He wakes and hiccups, with half stifled breath. 

Sad resurrection from his menial death — 

And casts around his wild and gloating eyes. 

But nought of joy or comfort there he spies ; 

His black parched lips and burning throat and tongue. 

And aching temples, with dread tortures wrung, 

Call for more liquor, but the call is vain. 

On every side he seeks, but nought can gain ; 

To ease his thirst can after can he tries. 

Their empty round the wished supply denies. 

In pocket after pocket plunge his hands, 

But they are deaf unto his wild demands ; 

Nor with one single jingle will supply . 

Joy. to his ear, nor pleasure (o his eye. 

Hig hearth no fire proclaims, his board no bread ; 

He seeks his wife and children, they are fled. 

Fearing to meet the malice of his rage 

Which smiles can't soften, nor good words assuage: 

He, mad with demon fury, looks around 

His wasted home, and dashing to the ground 

The shattered remnants of his goods, he flies 

The spot where all his wealth in ruin lies. 

Besotted wretch 1 doth no compunctive swell 

Within thy bosom, in its horrors tell 
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Thy hardened heart, thy wife and children'it pangs f 

Ah, yes, but held fast in the demon's fangs. 

Each human feeling smothered, off he goes. 

And in the rendezvous of crimes and woes. 

By deeper plungings, hopes to drown the thought 

Of present anguish in the maddening draught, 

With vile companions, while "Mine host" with smiles, 

And foaming bumpers, spreads the tempting wiles ; 

If even the shadow of a hope remains 

That he'll securely win his guilty gains. 

Can men pretend to any sense of shame, 

Of honor ; can they boast an honest fame. 

And hold the lure of vice to curse mankind; 

Lay bare the body and bereave the mind ; 

Be the companion base of every crime, 

And aid in every guilt, and spread the lime 

To catch the incautious wretch that folly calls 

Within the dreadful meshes of their thralls. 

Who see the starving wife, with swollen eyes, 

Who hear, unmoved, the craving children's cries ; 

Who help the graceless son to rob his sire, 

And smile as nature's purest throbs expire ; 

Who barter with the robber's guilty gain, 

Who flatter prostitution, and enchain 

The wild unthinking youth to his undoing, 

And plunge him deeper in the gulf of ruin ; 

Take from the murderer's hand the coin imbued, 

And almost reeking in his victim's blood ; 

Who minister the poison which they know 

The source of crime and harbinger of woe ; 

With hell mak^ common cause, and ope the road 

To every evil thro' their fell abode. 

Oh, dreadful traffic; mankind to thee owes 

More than the tongue can tell of human woes ; 

They Ve sadly written in the justice halls, ' 

They're written on the gloomy dungeon's walls. 
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They're written on the gibbet's warning 8(&?es, 
Tbejr're written on the mad self-murderer'B graves. 
Deeply inscribed in ink, unblurred by years, 
The starving widow's and the orphan's tears. 
Gems honest poverty^ and virtuous pride, 
Whate'er the sweets of life by ye denied ; 
My comrades, thro' a tife of woe and ill, 
Come to my heart, be my companions stili ! 
I prize ye higher than base fortune's store 
Wafted by sighs of anguish to my door. 

Behold the trembling wife, in woe return 
Back to her wretched home, to pine and mourn ; 
To mourn the time long fled, when early joy 
Did the blest morn with pious cares employ 
To roouvn the death of every social biiss,r-* 
Domestic peace, connubial happiness ; 
To mourn the prospects of a hapless race. 
Marked out for poverty and dire disgrace. 
Oh, wretched being, may the God who sees 
The hearts of all, look on thy miseries; 
In pity to thy sorrows, change the mind 
Of him to whom thou hast thy fate resigned. 
Draw him, now tangled, from the snares of those 
Who barter in the mart of human woes ; 
Who blushless boast of honor, while the cries 
Of wretched wives and children hail their rise; 
Whose tears swell the proud tide which bears them by 
On vice's stream to gilded infamy. 

This is the drunkard's \ii^ — from day to day 
Is passed without one bright consoling ray ; 
The hopeless victims of his guilt to cheer 
While health gives pow> to run his mad career. 
But ah, too soon he finds that health decay, 
And with it all hb friendships lade away ; 
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No more his boon-companions^ with a smile, 
Await his coming, and his steps b^^ile ; 
No more the smiling hostess, rosy, bland. 
The tempting bumper presses to his hand ; 
Where folly led liim to consume his store. 
Despised and shunned, he's spiurned from the deor. 

Say when the hand of death grasps round the heart. 
When life's chill streams freeze in each vital part, 
And the lost spirit views the sad decay 
Of its poor sinking tenement of clay; 
When time misspent, now closing on his eyes. 
Eternity's wide gulf before him lies 
Unmeasured, measureless, a trackless wild. 
With hideous phantoms and dark visions fiird. 
Oh, dreadful thought, the drunkard in that hour. 
Sees nought but clouds and darkness o'er him low'r ; 
His thoughts in wild confusion round are cast. 
But still the future's swallowed in the past. 
Hope comes with coy short glances, and he fears 
To court repentance by presumptuous prayers ; 
Then is there comfort in the revel bowl. 
To calm the tortures of the parting soul. 
To bid him turn with joy, resigned, and face 
The great Dispenser of eternal grace ? 
Ah, no, the cup of bliss can only save, 
And Temperance stamp a smile upon the grave! 

Woman, earth's brightest gem, creation's pride, 
To man in form, angels in grace, allied ; 
To whose soft charms the godhead did impart. 
All that could win the eye or soothe the heart, 
Man's sternevt nature bend, his joys improve, 
The eye of rapture, and the lip of love ; 
Where the soft magic of the voice beguiles, 
And rivets on the heart a chain of smiles^ 
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Cuird from the stores of beauty, and to dress 

And stamp her as the soul of loveliness. 

Can shoi that favoured one, herself debase, 

Whom heaven bestowed to bless the human race ; 

Forget M of the duties she must owe 

To heaven above as well as man below ; 

Of all the dear contingencies of life, 

The mother, daughter, sister, friend, and wife ? 

Oh, can she, lost to virtue, honor, shame. 

Sink all her value in the drunkard's name ? 

Alas, all nature sighs the truth' to own. 

While angels weep to see her thus undone. 

Oh shun the baleful lure, and also shun 

The dupes who in the course of folly run ; 

Let not the ideal shadow friendship draw 

Your steps to wander devious from the law. 

Reason religion gave to be your guide. 

Lest soon deluded want, and wounded pride 

Bring sad repentance when there's no relief, 

But in the hand of death to close your grief. 

I knew a youth, he was an only child, 
And fortune kindly on his prospects smil'd ; 
His father was a tradesman, and he made 
Wealth by just dealings in the way of trade. 
Sober, attentive, punctual to his word. 
And yet no miser of his honest hoard ; 
Prompt was his hand to give the wretch relief. 
And check the currents of a neighbour's grief. 
Thus did he live, still blessing and was blest, 
Till heaven had call'd his happy soul to rest. 
The son was brought up virtuous, every care 
A tender parent for a child could spare, 
O him was lavished, and not vainly spent; 
Praises followed his steps where'er he went. 
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Id early life he wed a maid, whose charms 
With every wished-for joy might bless his arms; 
A face as blooming as the opening day. 
In health and modesty's supreme array ; 
A disposition sweet, and temper mild, 
And not one thought with vicious aim deOi'd; 
He saw his fortune with his joys improve. 
And two sweet pledges crown'd his early love. 
The mother's darling and the father's pride. 
No wish now wantoned that ^as unsupplied. 
Nor more of earthly rapture could he know, 
To fill the measure of his bliss below. 

Bat on a luckless day the tempter came, 
And woke his soul from life's delicious dream. 
An early College friend returned from sea, 
A casual visit merely calPd to pay ; 
Is kindly welcomed with a cordial smile, 
While memory recals each gentle wile 
Of boyhood's happy days, when the full heart 
In mutual confidence its joys impart. 

His friend had many vices learned abroad. 

And was a vot'ry of the jolly God ; 

Ck>uld toast ^ye fethom deep — his wit did soar, 

Well skill'd to keep the table in a roar. 

An adept, too, in each deceitful way 

Which sharpers practise in the world of play. 

At first he seldom came, but by degrees 

Familiar grown, he would with sprightly ease 

Rally his friend on his secluded life, 

A slave to business, children, and wife* 

" Come see the world, and taste true bliss, my boy, 

YouMl then return andjfeast with higher joy 

On your domestic comforts. This dull scene. 

In one eternal round and nought between, 
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Will drive you mafl : do come with me to-night, 
ni lead you to a harbour of delight, 
Where bright companions, honest, hearty, gay, 
Me^t to allure life's tedious hours away. 
When cares of busmess done call them no more 
O'er musty ledgers or torn deeds to pore.'' 
His better man awhile withstood the shock. 
Ere his bark foundered on the fatal rock ; 
His friend at length prevail'd, and led the way 
To Folly's temple, where companions gay 
Await his entrance, and with loud acclaim 
Of cheers and teeming bumpers, hail his name* 
The merry jest and song is passed around. 
With bumper following bumper each is crown'd ; 
The treacherous poison enters, and he steeps 
His soul in folly's gulf up to the lips. 

Home now grows irksome, business is a bore, 
His wife has charms to lure his stay no more ; 
The demon passion in his heart is set, 
The social bowl, and the insidious bet, 
The hearty joml crew, the warm shake hands. 
Or dice-box rattle, all his soul commands. 
His wile's remoastrance mildy and kind advice. 
But urge him deeper in the slough of vice. 
Mounted on lolly's steed, he drives away 
With heedless rag^, nor sees the reckoning day 
That must sum up his losses and his gains. 
Short is the tale, and sad which now remains- 
Plunged into ruin, spumed by the base crew. 
Who to destruction did his weal pursve, 
8y friends despised and shunned, he finds his doom 
Withki the precincts of that living tomb,— 
The parish work-house, — there to pine and mourn 
A life misspent, which nev^ can return ! 
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Go, ask that pauper, whereas the flowing bowl. 
That once he deemM the sun-shine of the soul ; 
Can be command the waiters now to fly, 
And minister the cup of revelry ? 
Ab, no ! debased and sunk, he feels too late 
The spendthrifts portion, and the spendthrift's fate. 
Oh I would he cast a retrospective eye, 
Upon the fnirror of his memory. 
See all the waste of time, the waste of wealth, 
The waste of social love, and squandered heahh, 
^W^hich marked the progress of his wild career. 
And left him an imprisoned mourner here ; 
Bereft of every joy, that sweetens life. 
His friends, bis kindred, children, and wife, 
"Would he not mourn -the ever fatal day 
lYhen first intemperance lured from virtue^ way. 

Go to the sea^siif juitieei, see tfce Avong 
Which tins dread foUy 4m\y drives akwg 
To punishment and luio,— «askihe •pring 
Of all their crimes that did them hither bring : 
The answer you'll receive, — this recompence 
Is the just tribute of intemperance. 

But now the chain is rent which long did bind 
To earth the better feelings of mankind ; 
Which shut in a dark cell the captive soul. 
And bound the senses in its fell controul. 
This magic spell, now snapt by wisdom's hand, 
Her light shall blaze around a smiling land; 
And leading to religion's holy shrine- 
Taste joys, pure essence of a gift divine, 
The joys of peace on earth, and social love. 
And prospects of eternal joys above. 

Oh! Erinl oh, my country 1 to my heart 

What blisis, wbiCt rapture does the thought impart, 
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That you have broken off the dire disgrace. 

If not the first, the swiftest in the race. 

Others by tens or hundreds drawl along, 

But Erin, in her millions, nobly throng 

To plant t;he holy standard, and to throw 

The gauntlet of defiance at the foe: 

To chace Intemperance, and her train of ills 

From her fair Tallies and her verdant hills ; 

Purge the vile stain that long defiled her name. 

And marked her offspring with a brand of shame. 

Mathew, her second Patrick, mildly great, 

Leads to the victory; the sure defeat 

Of this envenomed serpent Wisdom hails, 

No more to batten on her verdant vales. 

Go on, then, blessM aposde, we to you 

Owe greater victories than Waterloo ! 

Lead her propitious in the blissful road 

Of Virtue, honor, happiness, and God 

Until the nations, wondering, shall behold 

An Isle of saints, as she has been of old ! 
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